Fairest of flowers among your sisters gleaning,
you pluck and send me in the singing season
many a bloom, to teach their names and meaning
and how men value them, and what their reason*
Is it to rub love's stain that Time's -not cleaning,
or to renew its smart with floral treason?
Or to bewitch, all blossom about me leaning,
my pains, my ache, my tears with subtle poison?
No I but to teach me that no bloom has power
when love and age are neighbours in the breast,
and that 'tis youth alone can cull the flower,
and in its fragrance reap love's interest*
For cruel age treads by us whispering
that neither love nor bloom outlast the spring.